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AY BOYS, Spencer makes his own bed!” 
“Ha! ha! ha!” laughed the others. 
““Yes, I see him at it now.” 
“Pshaw! they’ve scads of help.” 
**Just the same, he does it.” 

Then Spencer spoke to them from the window 
above, * ‘Tl be down in a minute; I’m almost through.” 

“Through what?” the boys called up laughingly. 
But Spencer, busily tucking in the clothes at the foot of the bed, paid 
no attention. Just then his mother, passing the door, said, “Spencer, 
this is sweeping day.” 

“O Mother! the boys are outside waiting; can’t I let it go until I 
come home?” 

“No, Spencer, the sweeping must all be done the same day. 
Ellen has her room finished now.” 

Going to the window again, Spencer said, “Say, boys, you can 
go on; I'd forgotten this was sweeping day. I'll have to sweep in my 
room. 

“Well, what do you think of that, fellows>”’ said one of the boys 
as they slowly walked away. ““That’s out of a boy’s sphere, | say.” 
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“Here, too!” exclaimed another. 

“Sphere or no sphere, he does it right along.” 

“*You’ll see he has a good reason, too, I'll warrant.” 

It was almost school time, so the boys hurried on, their conversa- 
tion running into other subjects. 

Spencer arrived at the building only a few minutes before the 
tardy bell rang, so there was no chance to question him then, but di- 
rectly after school, the boys pounced upon him with, 

““Heigh, Mary, got to go home and bake some pies?” 

“No,” replied Spencer, bake pies tomorrow.” 

“Who's ‘we’ >?” 

“Ellen and I.” 

“Ellen and you? You bake the pies?” 

“T didn’t say ‘the pies;’ I said, ‘pies.’ Didn’t you know we were 
taking a course in domestic science?” 

“You are? Well for my part, I don’t think cooking is any part 
of a boy’s sphere.” 

““No, nor bed making, either,” said his best friend Donald, who 
did not like the idea of going to school alone, as he had been compelled 

to do many times of late. “I don’t think such work belongs to boys.” 
. With no trace of shame or resentment, Spencer replied quietly, 

“Our folks think a boy and a girl should have much the same 
training. Ellen is learning to row and swim, and can, even now, catch a 
ball nearly as well as I. Father says he doesn’t want any loafers 
around his house, and that neatness and order are as necessary to boys 
as to girls. Why, the soldiers have to wash their own clothes and 
fasten on their buttons, and when a fellow is out camping it comes 
mighty handy to be able to cook.” 

“Camping; O say, Spencer! that’s just what I wanted to talk to 
you about. Father said when he went out to the farm next month, he’d 
take us boys along and we could ‘camp out’ all the time he stayed. 
Said he’d go Friday evening, so that we wouldn’t miss school, and 
drive home early Monday morning.” 

“O Don! I say, wish we could all go.” 

“I wish so, too; I’ll ask Father, and let you know in the morning.” 

“Say boys, I'll bake some pies and cookies,” said Spencer. 

“And [’ll—I’ll—well I'll take something,” said Homer. 

“T can toast cheese,” said Leonard. 

“T can cook apple sauce,” said Gerald. 

“T helped pit the cherries, so I’ll bring some cherry sauce,” said 

omas. 

““If—you—go,” reminded Harry. 

That evening, Donald, who always “‘told his mother everything,” 
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found her quite in favor of the boys’ going with his father to camp out, 
also very much in favor of their doing the cooking. 
““What would you like to do, Donald, towards the meals?” 
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“Volumes could be written of the pleasures which that trip afforded them.” 


“Some one will have to cook the potatoes, Mother; couldn’t I 
do that?” 

“That will be easy,” his mother said, “for you will probably 
roast them in the coals.” 

“Oh! but I don’t know how to do it, even if it is easy! May I 
have Spencer over tonight? Then we can practice it.” 
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“Yes, you may.” So Spencer was telephoned, and after a little 
talk, they planned, with their mothers’ consent, to practice “camping 
out” that very night. 

Spencer brought some of his cookies, and after a little instruction 
from Donald’s father they had a furnace built and the potatoes roast- 
ing in the glowing ashes. Potatoes never did taste better to those two 
boys than they did then, seasoned with just salt and pepper. With 
them they had a slice of Mrs. Wallace’s thickly buttered bread, and 
Spencer’s cookies. 

Before retiring, Donald, his father, and his mother, talked over 
the proposed trip of the boys. Then it was that Donald’s father heard 
all about Spencer’s work at home. 

“Good idea, my boy, a very good idea. You boys are all getting 
to a place where you need employment. I’ve thought about it and 
puzzled over it, but never arrived at anything half so sensible as that. 
You could take that trip East, Mother, if Donald could do the 
cooking.” 

So it came about that Donald began to wear an apron and help 
his mother about the house. And they had such nice visits together, 
too. And his mother said that she was really improving in appetite and 
flesh, since Donald helped with the meals. 

By the time the boys started with Mr. Wallace for the farm, 
Donald felt quite competent to oversee the preparation of the meals. 
His father, who had taken very seriously to the idea of boys learning to 
cook, stipulated that no boy could go to the farm with them without 
taking something along which he himself had cooked. 

Henry’s grandmother helped him out (his mother not wishing to 
be bothered with him and Sarah, the cook, being too busy to teach 
him), by proposing that he bake some apples when the cook had a fire 
and was not using the oven. “And now, you'll need a tablecloth,” 
said Grandma, “and I’ll help you to hem that.” 

So Henry furnished the tablecloth, having hemmed every stitch 
of it; for he had insisted that he be taught on another piece of goods so 
that he could do the tablecloth alone. 

All the boys went to the farm, and volumes could be written of 
the pleasures which that trip afforded them. 

John, who had great ideas of military life, had packed a knap- 
sack and brought along needles, thread, buttons, and safety pins; for 
all of which they had plenty of need before the three days were over. 
Henry, because he had learned the art of needlework, took care of the 
mending and sewing on of buttons, while the others cooked the meals 
and washed the dishes. 

If the food was not all first-class, it tasted wonderfully good to 
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the happy group, because of knowing the pains and practice that it had 
taken to prepare it. 

Mr. Wallace never left the camp after meals until the dishes were 
all washed and wiped and put away, and the towels rinsed and hung 
up to dry. 

It was a profitable as well as pleasant time they had. Mr. Wal- 
lace, who taught a class in Sunday School, did not forget the lesson 
for that day. With the wide open country before them, the boys 
could more readily picture the wanderings of the children of Israel, 
and as their teacher led them through the interesting application of the 
story, they really got more out of it, they said, than was usual in the 
class back in town. 

How self-sufficient they all felt, as they rode towards home early 
Monday morning! 

For weeks after, the boys to whom our heroes related their ad- 
ventures and accomplishments, lingered around their own mothers’ 
kitchens, learning such things as readily came their way to learn. Fre- 
quently, in passing a group of boys, one would hear, instead of ‘ball’ or 
‘games,’ such expressions as these: 

“Say, have some of this candy; I made it myself.” 

“Did you?” 

“T popped soine corn last night.” 

“T cut out some doughnuts and fried them.” 

““Mother let me mix bread yesterday; but I had to scrub my 
hands until the skin was nearly off.” 

One of the smaller boys, who couldn’t do any of these things, 
proudly told the others one day that he had to hurry home and set the 
table, for the baby was cross and Mother was depending on him to do 
it. Whereupon, several other little boys volunteered to assist their 
mothers that day. 

After the death of his father, it looked as though Donald would 
not be able to stay in college with Spencer, but he did not lose his cour- 
age; soon the way opened for him to work his way through, because 
he knew how to “do things.” He could supply almost anywhere, 
and yet had time for occasional games and parties, at which he was 
found almost indispensable, with his ready hand and fresh interest; for 
work is a good appetizer for sport. 

Of course this new spirit did not last always, in all cases, but it did 
a great good to all who became interested. As for Donald and 
Spencer, it helped them to become steady, competent men. The habits 
of industry and usefulness, learned at home, became the greatest factors 
of their success in after years. 
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GOD LOVES YOU 
DoroTHy RosENBURY 
How can you have a mortal mind 
With the love of God around you twined? 
When things are lost, why, you will find, 
If you trust to God, not mortal mind. 


When you are sick and lie in bed 

In terrible pain and wish you were dead, 
Don’t give right up and say, “I’m sick,” 
Call on God and be healed real quick. 


And if you want to happy be, 
The good in others always see. 
Your mortal mind will go away,— 


Well and happy you'll be each day. 


MEMORY GEM 
God is our help, 
How can we be harmed? 
When fear creeps in, 


Be not alarmed. 
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) ERE WE are at the beginning of another year, and it 
seems only a short time ago since we had our talk about 
the New Year and just what it meant to us. I used to 
think that Christmas and New Year never would 
come, but now they are here before I know it. 

The great question is, Just what are we going to talk 
about this year? What do you think would be the 
most interesting? While I am asking this question, 
some one shouts: 

“Oh! Peter Pan, it is snowing out doors—and just look, the 
flakes are so large! Isn’t it just grand?” 

And some one else says, “Tell us about the snow, Peter Pan.” 

““But you know there are many places where they do not have 
any snow, and perhaps it would not be so interesting to all of the Wee 
Wisdom folks.” 

“Oh! yes it would, for those who do not get to see the snow often 
wonder how it looks,” says Arthur, from California. “We do not 
have any snow out here where I live, and I would just love to hear 
something about it.” 

All right, I believe that it may prove to be very interesting, for 
there are a lot of very unusual things about the snow which we do not 
all know. Every now and then I learn something new about it, and 
it always interests me. I shall try to tell you some of the things I have 
learned. 

First of all, you know that there is always moisture in the air,— 
don’t you? You have seen the steam from mother’s teakettle go up 
into the air and disappear. Did you ever wonder what becomes of 
that steam? Well, it first disappears in the air along with all the rest 
of the moisture that is there. The sun warms the water that is on the 
earth’s surface and makes it steam, just like the water in the teakettle, 
and that makes quite a lot of moisture in the air all the time. This 
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moisture keeps getting higher and higher, and finally it gets up where 
it is colder. You know, don’t you, that when you get farther and 
farther up in the air, it gets colder and colder? You just ask a man 
who has been up in an aéroplane, and he will tell you. Well, when 
the moisture begins to get cold, it begins to condense, and then you 
can see it again. Who knows what we call this moisture when it is 
condensed enough for us to see it clear up in the heavens? 

“Clouds,” says Joe. 

“Of course, I knew.some of you could tell me. Well, some 
times these clouds come to the ground; do you know what we call them 
then?” 

“Fog,” I hear most every one of you saying. 

“That is true, and so you see that the fog is quite likely to be the 
return of some of the steam that came from mother’s teakettle. Did 
you ever stop to think of that? In fact, most everything that we send 
out in one way or another comes back to us, but some times it comes 
back in other forms, and we do not know it. 

“But sometimes the air up above the earth is still colder, and then 
these tiny drops of dew or fog gather together into bigger drops, and 
come down as rain. Then again in winter or high up on some very tall 
mountains when it is very much colder, cold enough to freeze these 
little drops of moisture, it comes down as snow.” 

about hail, Peter Pan?” 

“T do not know if anybody is exactly sure just what makes the dif- 
ference between snow and hail, but it seems that hail is just big drops of 
rain frozen, and snow seems to be the tiny particles of moisture frozen 
and joined together in a thousand different ways, to make all sorts of 
pretty designs. Not long ago | heard of a man who had made it a 


“There will be plenty of patterns to last in making snowflakes.” 
business to photograph snowflakes; after he had photographed four 
thousand of them he found that every one was different. He came to 
the conclusion that every snowflake is different in some respects from 
all other snowflakes. It seems to you and to me that they would run 
out of patterns after a while, but away off there in space are more 
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things than we can imagine, so I suppose that there will be plenty of 
patterns to last in making snowflakes for a good many years yet. 
““Now let’s go out into the snowstorm and have a regular snow 
party. You know it is such a lot of fun to be out in a snowstorm, and 
there are so many games to play in the snow. For those Wee Wisdom 
readers who live where there is no snow, we will have to recommend 
that you ask some one to tell you where you can read ene about 
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“When it is . . . cold enough to freeze . . . it comes down as snow.” 


the snow, and get your enjoyment out of the story. Hope you can 
find some pictures, too, but thinking that some of you will not be able 
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to find pictures of snowflakes, we will have our artist draw some for 
you. 

If you are where it snows, go out into the storm and catch some 
flakes on a dark cloth; then examine them to see how they are formed, 
and see if you can find two snowflakes just alike. 

Now doesn’t it seem strange that so many sizes and shapes could 
come back to the earth, from just steam like that which comes from 
mother’s teakettle> There is one thing certain, though, and that is 
they are all wet, just like the steam that went up in the first place. This 
fact never changes, and regardless of how it may change its form, we 
know that what comes back is really like what went out in the first place. 

When I was thinking about this, it occurred to me, that, after all, 
the steam and the rain, the hail, the dew, and the snow, are just like 
our thoughts. All the time there are thoughts going out from us. 
Sometimes they are spoken in words, sometimes they are expressed in 
acts, in the look from our eyes and the lines in our faces; but always 
going out. And like the steam, they always come back and have their 
effect upon our lives, in a way quite like that in which the rain and 
snow have their effect upon the world. 

When thoughts come back they may be somewhat different in 
form from what they were when they went out, but they always have 
in them the same elements that they had when they went out. There- 
fore if we want the returned thought to bring us a message of cheer, of 
joy, of happiness, every one that we send out must be just the kind to 
produce these things. 

This is a very good New Year’s lesson for us all to learn, and 
learn so well that we will not forget it all year. We want only good 
to come into our lives, and we want only good to come into the lives of 
others; so the only way to bring it about is to send out only the right 
kind of thoughts in all we say, think, and do. 


THE CIRCUS. 


EDWARD GOWAR 


Y Oh! come and see the circus, 
Oh!come and see the show 


The cages with the hons 


An higers in a 


ad The elephants and camels, 


And the bounding kangaroo, 
The cutest little ponies, 
And performing, donkeys, too, 


See the Ladies riding’ horses 


But youll like the clowns 


Stand) d gaily dressed, .. 
And th and 


All 
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SARAH HCPROTZMAN 


Chapter T hree—continued. 


S THE Promie still hesitated, Margaret became im- 
A patient with him, for she felt that he was receiving the 
grandest gift of all. She looked at Mother Love, and 
was surprised to see tears shining in her eyes. 

““Go, my son, my precious Promise!” cried Mother 
Love, as she pointed to the throne. “The great Ruler 
has entrusted to your care millions of his children. 
—=— Feed them, give them drink; clothe them and visit 
dine. For the Master himself has said, A as ye did it unto 
one of these my brethren, even these least, ye did it unto me!’ 

The king Promie’s face became very resolute as he heard the dear 
voice. ‘Father of Love,” he cried, “help me always to remember!” 
And his red and golden lights shone like living fires as he went humbly 
to his throne. 

There were now but few Promies left in the search for gifts. 
Among these were Margaret and one of the black Promies which 
the earth child had tried to hide on the island. 

As they journeyed along, they became silent. They seemed to 
be listening for something. And when music—wonderful music—burst 
forth in the air, they paused with one accord. 

The little black Promie stretched out his arms as though he would 
catch it and never let it go. And he was the first to run in the direction 
whence it came. 

Eagerly the rest followed, and presently a beautiful temple came 
into sight. Margaret’s companions ran inside, but a feeling within her 
impelled her to remain on the steps. 

She seemed to hear again Mr. Carson’s violin. Then she felt a 
great burning, and her throat throbbed so that she pressed it tightly 


12 
or 
/ 
Wk? 
| ] Ay li 


WEE WISDOM 13 


between her two small hands. And, scarcely realizing what she did, 
she ran into the temple, stood beside the violinist, and burst into song. 

Oh! how she sang! The great temple was filled with her voice. 
The Promies sat enraptured. 

When she had finished, there was a long silence. Then the little 
black Promie who had been the first to enter, ran toward her with a 
paper in his hand. 

“Please, oh! please, sing my song, Margaret,” he entreated. “‘It 
is so beautiful.” 

But Margaret indignantly pushed him from her. She could not 
sing the words of a black creature. 

Then all the Promies cried aloud, ““You’re not in tune! You're 
not in tune!” 

And Mother Love, taking the quivering black form in her arms, 
held him closely, as she implored, 

“Oh! great Musician, help thy child to remember that thy chil- 
dren are all equally dear to thee. Help her to know that this, thy little 
son, has a soul as white as the driven snow.” 

Margaret hung her head in sorrow, as she heard the grieved 
voice. She longed to be worthy of her wonderful gift. As she looked 
at the sad faces of those around her, she realized in her heart for the 
first time that black and white, red and yellow,—they were indeed her 
brothers and sisters—the children of one Father. 

As she opened her arms to them a feeling of exultation thrilled 
her through and through. “Oh! I love you! I love you—every one!” 
she cried. 

Running to Mother Love, she took the black Promie in her arms, 
and she held him there as she sang his song over and over again. 

Her voice rang out as never before. It soared through the temple 
and out of the windows, filling Giftland with its wonderful sweet 
strains. She had forgotten everything but the beauty of the song, for 
its words expressed the love that was in her soul. 

When she ceased she felt very queer. Looking around she saw 
that the Promies from all over Giftland had left their work, that they 
might come to the temple to hear her sing. 

Shyly she ran into Mother Love’s waiting arms. “I'll never, 
never forget again!”’ she cried. And the golden light on her breast 


shone brilliantly. 
(To be continued.) 


‘The world is so full of a number of things, 
I’m sure we should all be as happy as kings. 
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The truth is the most precious thing in life. 

Every one wants to know the truth, and as soon as we hear of 
something so unusual that it seems not easy to believe we ask, 

“Ts it true?” 

One of the best things that can be said of us by those who know 
us, is, 

“*He always speaks the truth.” 

No matter how we feel about anything that has taken place, we 
must not let our wishes or our feelings in any way change our report 
about it. If something occurs that is not just what we like, we must be 
very watchful that we do not blame some one else for it, or say that he 
did it to hurt us. 

re There are some things which look to be true which are not the 
truth. 

When a dark cloud comes over the sky and shuts the sun away 
from sight and makes a shadow on the ground, we know that the sun 
has not gone away and that it is still shining. So if some one comes 
along and says, ““There is no sun,” we laugh and answer, 

“Oh! yes, there is. It is shining up there, just as it always does, 
and pretty soon it will shine through the clouds, and its blessed light 
will be on everything!” 

When we think of the sun and the cloud, we know what is meant 
when we are told that we must not judge by appearances. For the 
appearance is that there is no sun, and all along we know that there is 
a sun, bright, splendid, and steadily doing its work of shining, shining, 
shining. 

The truth is very often quite unlike the appearance, and there are 
ways in which we must constantly remind ourselves that the appearance 
is not the truth at all. 

In earlier Lessons we have learned some of the forms of God’s 
truth, and these we must be very sure never to forget. For, if we do 
forget, we shall be like the person who on a cloudy day says, “There 
isno sun.” If we remember these forms of God’s truth we shall always 
be ready to say to any appearance which is not of the Truth, 
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“Oh! yes, the sun of Truth is shining, as it always does; it shines 
right through the clouds, and its blessed light is everywhere.” 

If the truth about the sun in the sky tells us that it always gives 
us the light of day, cannot we see that the truth of God’s being our life, 
our health, our joy, our power to do things and our prosperity, is of 
much more importance to us? And just as surely as we know our good 
heavenly Father to be all these things in us and for us, we shall have 
these forms of sunshine lighting up our whole lives. 

We tell ourselves the truths about life, and in that way we learn 
to remember them. Sometimes it is good to say a form of Truth over 
and over, so if the cloud should come, we will not be deceived. If 
there is an appearance of sickness, we say, 

There is no sickness. God is my health. 

If there is an appearance of inharmony, we say, 

There is nothing unpleasant in life. God is my joy. 

These two forms of denying appearances and reminding our- 
selves of Truth will show us how to meet any cloud that may come 
between us and the sun of God’s life in us. But here is a statement 
that will keep the clouds from coming! and that is the thing which we 
all are trying most to do, for we do not wish to have dark days or 
hours or minutes. Our Truth statement is: 

God's truth of Good in my heart keeps me free from the appear- 
ance of evil, always and always. 

As we said in the beginning of the lesson, every one wants to 
know the truth, even in small things, and, very much more than this, 
every one wants to know the great Truth of God in life. So let us 
say for our friends, 

God’s truth of Good in your heart keeps you free from the ap- 
pearance of evil, always and always. 

QUESTIONS ON TRUTH 

What is the most precious thing in life? 

What is one of the best things that can be said of us? 

Is a thing true, just because it appears to be true? Give an illus- 
tration. 

What should we say to any appearance that is contrary to God’s 
truth > 
Name one of the most important truths of God. 


““Hush, my dear, lie still and slumber; 
. Holy angels guard thy bed; 

Heavenly blessings without number 

Gently falling on thy head.” 
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A few Sunday mornings ago, a wee Girlie sat four seats away 
from me at the morning service in Unity Auditorium.. Yes, she was 
indeed a Wee, so wee that Mother had to sit through the singing, that 
Girlie might stand with the others, and still look on the song book 
with Mother. 

The way Girlie paid attention to all the service was a lesson to 
larger people: .In Unity Auditorium we hold silence while the organ 
gives us the prelude, and through this, Girlie sat very still, her sweet 
eyes closed in prayer, her little hands very quiet in her lap. 

Oh! Wees, am I telling on myself? From what I have been 
saying, it would seem that / did not give as close attention as Girlie did, 
and that I did not take the lesson which I said her behavior should give 
us larger people. But please do not crowd me to explain all that fully! 
For I wish to tell you that I did worship God very earnestly; that I 
felt very close to him while watching Girlie’s devotion, for I kept 
thinking of what Jesus said of the little ones, “In heaven their angels 
do always behold the face of my Father who is in heaven.” 

You see, I was so close to Girlie, and she, I knew, was looking 
upon the Father’s face, so I was in heaven, with her. Of course I was 
happy. And do you agree with me that I worshiped, too, even while 
noticing Girlie, and that I was in heaven with her ?—EbitTor. 


NEW. YEAR 
Little New Year, little New Year, 


Born in the winter weather, 
I am young like you, and, hand in hand, 
We will journey on together. 


Little New Year, little New Year, 
By trying every day, 
I hope to be good company 
Until you go away. —Mary F. Butts. 
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The Bim-Goo sat in his deep sea cave, 

Down in the shade of the deep sea wave; 
He was thinking thoughts so hard to think 
That each new thought made his eyelids wink. 


The cuttlefish, with an easy stroke, 
Swam up to the cave, and gaily spoke; 
o answer came; then he, coaxing, cried, 
“IT swim for pearls, with the landward tide! 
Come help me search in the waters blue, 
And all I find I shall give to you.” 
_ But never a word the Bim-Goo gave — 
Just further crept in his deep sea cave. 


The swordfish came with a wriggling grace, 
Wearing his weapon upon his face. 
“It's time, brave Bim-Goo, that you come out, 
To play with me in a fencing bout! 
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No harm I mean, and I cross my heart 

That the odds shall go to help your part.” 
And never a word the Bim-Goo gave, 
But snuggled back in his deep sea cave. 


The prancing sea horse following came, 
With beads of foam on his bony mane. 
Before the Bim-Goo's cave he stopped. 


And through the doorway his head he popped. 


“Don't hide away in your lonely lair, 
Great Bim-Goo, will you take a dare? 

- Come, run with me to the coral wall, 
On the polyps let us make a call.” 
And never a word the Bim-Goo gave, 
But cuddled there in his deep sea cave. 


Then the dogfish yapped before his door, 
‘Come romp with me on the ocean floor ; 
- O Bim-Goo sweet, do not sulk this way! 
Come out of the shadows ;-have a play!” 
And never a word the Bim-Goo gave 
But settled down in his deep sea cave. 
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“Ho! and oho!” a fair mermaid said. 
“T build me a house on the ocean bed, 
And I shall live by the side of you, 
My eloquent, cheerful, gay Bim-Goo!” 
And never a word the Bim-Goo gave, 
But hid away in his deep sea cave. 


The starfish flashed through the water dim, 
“Good friends, just give me a chance at him! 
I'll wheedle him out; you watch me try!” 
(Here the Bim-Goo winked a dripping eye.) 
“O charming Bim-Goo, your neighbors wait 
To honor you at your castle gate! 
We would make you king of Deep Sea Land; 
We bow to you, a devoted band. 
You are our king! For your smile we pine! 
Get into the swim! The water's fine!” 


GD. 


And never a word the Bim-Goo gave, 
But rested on in his deep sea cave. 


His thoughts were thinking themselves so fast, 
He thought they would reach an end at last. 
But the puzzle grew, so help to get, 
He cried, “O why is the water wet?” 
His happy friends made this true reply, 
“It is wet because it is not dry!” 


The Bim-Goo flapped his flippers three, 


“My trusty friends, you have set me free!” 
Then forth he came from his deep sea cave, 
To join with them in the deep sea wave. 

They made a scepter of seaweed red, 
Put a crown of coral on his head, 

And circling round, they shouted, “Sing! 

For Bim-Goo wise has become our king!” 
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ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the. Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reperts must be in by the fifteenth of the month before the 
date of issue. 

Pins—Twenty-five cents each. 


Washington, D. C. 
My Dear Wees and Royal—I do wish so much that you would please 


put this letter in Wee Wisdom, because I have only had one letter in as 
long as I have been taking Wee Wisdom. My grandma pays Wee’s ex- 
penses as a present to me, and I love Wee very much. Did you know that 
Mr. and Mrs. January are here and that they are our teachers? They 
have been having meetings at my home for the last two or three Sundays, 
and they will have one here again tonight. Last Sunday night they made 
my father president, like Mr. Fillmore, and they are going to try to have a 
Unity center here in Washington as in Kansas City. I want you, dear 
Royal, and the Wees to pray for me, that I may not miss one day at school 
this winter. I will help by my little prayers I have. I would like so much 
for some of the Wees to write me as I am an only child. Two or three 
Sunday mornings, mother, father and I, went for a walk in the woods. 
Oh! it was beautiful. Of course we did not hear the birds singing, and 
the little brook was just about ready to freeze over. The falls were not 
going so fast as in the spring. I pretended I was on a horse, because way 
up on the mountain side there were some people on horses. Your loving 
friend, Julia Cookman. 
; Nashville, T enn. 
— Wee Wisdom—I am sending the money for your expenses so 
you will continue to come to my house every month, for I should not like 
you to stop your visits tome. I am glad you are growing larger, and hope 
you will continue to do so. I wish you came every week instead of every 
month. Mother pays me money each week, and I have now saved enough 
to renew my subscription. I love the pictures and stories. I read the Bible 
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Lessons and they help me to get my Sunday School lessons. I wish some of 
the Wees would write to me. Your loving Booster, 


Naomi Helen Beck. 


Arcata, Calif. 

Dear Secretary—Don’t you think it pays to remember God when we - 
have time? I surely think so, since the other day when an automobile ran 
over me. I was on my way home from school with some other children 
and started to run across the road and did not see the machine coming 
toward me. After it struck me I remembered nothing more until I heard 
the driver asking me if I were hurt much. The other children said one 
wheel passed right over my leg, and my tin lunch pail was crushed in. 
Although my leg pained me some, I walked home and went to school next 
day. The other people thought it was a miracle, but I knew what saved 
me. I cannot do without Wee Wisdom, and am sending her traveling ex- 
penses for another year. I like everything in it, but from the Bible Lessons 
perhaps I get the most good. My mother reads them to me after I go to 
bed. I am ten years old and would like to be a member of the Booster 
Club, and I think my little brother, Duane, aged seven, is also old enough 
to be a member. The place where we live is on the top of a hill, and there 
is so much to be seen that we never get lonely. On the south we look over 
what was once Mad River Valley, but years ago some skillful engineers 
turned the course of the river, so it flows along at the foot of our hill, leaving 
a large tract of fertile land divided up into dairy farms. It is called Arcata 


Bottom. South of this is Humbolt Bay, seven miles long. Away on the 
west is the Pacific Ocean, where on clear days we can see the ships sail 
by. Around on the north and east are hills covered with the giant red- 
woods. Lucile Gardner. 


Grey Cliff, Mont. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I love ““The Promise Girl,” and “‘Peter Pan,” 
and lots of the other stories. I say a prayer every night and morning. I 
would love to be a Booster. I will try and do my best toward the Booster 
Club. I would like to get the address of a new Booster. 
Erma Forsyth. 


Meeker, Colo. 
Dear Boosters—I have not written you for some time. My eyes have 
been helped by Unity, and I just can’t thank Wee Wisdom enough for the 
good it has done me. I will close with best thoughts to all. 
Anna Ellison. 


Los Angeles, Calif. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am glad to see that you have grown so, and I 
wish every little child could receive a visit from you. I enjoy you very much 
and I like your “Peter Pan” story, and the story of “The Little Gray 
House at the End of the Lane,” and all of the Booster letters very much. 
I go to hear Miss Luke every Sunday and I think she is lovely. I heard 
Mr. Lynch when he was here, and I liked his lessons, too, and hope he will 
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come here again. I want to do better in school. With love to the Boosters, 
Leslie Swanson. 


Evansville, Ind. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy you and your stories very much. I 
thank you very much for praying for me. My arithmetic and writing are 
pretty hard for me, but I think I will get along all right in the long run. | 
have learned by heart my little prayer that you sent me. I say it every 
night and every morning. Mother says you have sent me several letters. 
I thought I had better begin to write, because I am big enough now, and 

understand how to write. Yours truly, Irene Schineman. 


Ocean Park, Calif. 
Dear Friends—I have been taking Wee Wisdom for two years and 
I enjoy the Wees’ letters, and all of it very much. I would love to have a 
violin and lessons. Please ask God to send me prosperity that | may have 
my violin and lessons. I am thinking of starting a Booster Club as soon as 
some of my little friends receive their Wee Wisdoms. Please help me to 
start it and pray we may have lots of Boosters join the club. With lots 
of love, Frederick Stineman. 
Frederick, keep saying to yourself, “My own Christ supplies my 
every need,” and you will surely get your violin and the lessons. 


Middlesbro, England. 
Dear Friends—I am forwarding subscription. I do not wish to miss 
a single copy of Wee Wisdom. Each one is priceless. I read every word, 
and, had I the offer of great wealth or Unity, to accept one and reject the 
other, I would without hesitation accept the Unity publications. They 
breathe of life. I love to read Wee Wisdom’s pages, especially the Peter 
Pan story, but all the reading is quite different from the teaching I previously 
had. Now instead of praying to a God above the rain clouds, | know he 
dwells within me. Now my prayer is, “God is my help in every need,” etc. 
A fortnight ago I was thirteen years of age, and last July I won a scholar- 
ship for three years of free training. Scholars, where I am to go, are ad- 
mitted by scholarship only, and only twenty-eight out of one hundred and 
thirteen got in. My mother and I affirmed the prayer I say, and I won, 
and am now top of the form. At one time I was apt to be sick and my 
stomach was weak, but now I am strong and healthy. With love to the 

secretary and readers, Yours in Truth, George Gowland. 


Covington, Ky. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like the books which I get from you. There 
are some very nice stories in the books. The Pillow Verses which are on 
the back of the book, I like very well. I belong to a story telling club in 
school, and I tell the Wee Wisdom stories to the children and they enjoy 
them very much. Yours truly, Leroy Curry. 


Los Angeles, Calif. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like you so much that I want to pay for your 
coming to see me another year, I have learned not to be so selfish as I was. 
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Before you came I did not like some people, but now I love everybody. I 
want to join the Booster Club.. Your little friend, Ruth Hughes. 


Chadron, Neb. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Although you have visited me for quite a while, 
I have never written to you. I enjoy your stories very much, especially, 
“The Little Gray House at the End of the Lane.” I am learning how to 
use the Truth from reading your articles. The other night, just before 
going to bed, I declared the Truth about a geometry examination. When 
I opened my Bible I saw the words, “Grace be with you.” The next day 
when I took my examination, I got ninety-nine. This shows that God will 
do little things as well as big things. I am sending a poem of my own 
composition. It is not very good, but I thought maybe you would like it. 
From your loving Wee, Dorothy Rosenbury. 


Long Beach, Wash. 

My Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have been thinking a long time to write 
to you and tell you how much I love you. You have visited me many years, 
but I have not written you before. I would like to have you send me a 
Booster Bank to save money, and to subscribe for Wee Wisdom for other 
children, so they can enjoy Wee Wisdom, too. My sister and I could not 
get along without you. We use the Prayer of Faith and the Truth state- 
ments, and they always heal us. We never think of getting a doctor or 
using medicine, because your statements never fail us. I wish all the Wees 
and Boosters a Happy New Year. With love to Royal and all the Wees. 
Your loving Booster, June Bostrom. 


Virginia Alexander, of Flint, Mich., 322 Stockdale St., is one of 
Wee Wisdom’s new friends. In her first letter she tells that she likes the 
poem of Boo-a-Bug-Bill and the Booster letters the best of all the articles 
in the magazine. If there are Wees or Boosters in Flint, Virginia wants 
them to let her know so that she may meet them and they may all enjoy 
each other. You are already a Booster, Virginia, because you expressed 


the wish to be. That is all that is necessary besides living up to the motto 
and the object of the Club. 


Geneva Hamilton, of Turlock, Calif., Box 358 D, is very ambitious, 
as she wants to be a Booster and also to win a Peter Pan cap. She thinks 
that she can get the five subscriptions among her little school friends, be- 
cause “There are lots of little girls asking about Wee Wisdom.” Geneva 
likes the stories, the letters, the Bible Lessons and the puzzles. 


Billy Egdahl, of 513 Catlin St., Rockford, Ill., who is only four years 
old, had his grandma write to us telling us how much he likes to hear 
the stories in Wee Wisdom. They talk them all over and he likes “Peter 
Pan,” but best of all the Magic Pillows. These Billy learns by heart, 
and after his prayers are said he cuddles down in bed and repeats the 


verses and is not afraid in the dark, as he used to be before he learned the 
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pillow verses. Billy and his grandmother wish that all the little boys and 
girls in the world could have Wee Wisdom visit in their homes. 

Thelma and Jennie Blue, of 478 E. 31st St., Chicago, Ill., have writ- 
ten Wee Wisdom, telling how much they enjoy her stories. Jennie likes 
especially “Betty’s Thanksgiving Week,” “The Promise Girl,” and 
“Thought Fairies,” and Thelma enjoyed most “The Little Gray House at 
the End of the Lane,” and “The Promise Girl.” Thelma wrote a Christ- 
mas poem which showed some good thoughts but which needed a little more 
work put into the wording of the ideas. 

B. Lee Winterd, Jr., of New York City, 1200 Madison Ave., is one 
of the new Boosters who wears a pin. 

Dorothia Polaski, of Henryetta,-Okla., R. 3, No. 204, needs help 
and encouragement from you, Boosters and Wees. For four years she has 
had lung trouble and lately has been confined to her bed. Some one sent 
her Wee Wisdom, for which she is very grateful. Her mother is very busy 
and her only sister goes to.school, so she has no one to talk to, as they live 
in a little mining town seven miles from a city. Dorothia says, “Any one 
who will write to me, and make me a little happier, I will be only too glad 
to answer.” Boosters, here is your chance to make Dorothia well and 
happy. 

Thomas Wagner and his mother, of Fonda, N. Y., are enjoying Wee 
‘Wisdom, which was sent them by Mary Glosser, of Nelliston, N. Y., Box 
123. Thomas read to his mamma from the magazine for over an hour the 
other evening, and he thinks “the books are sure fine reading.” 

Shirley M. Manus, of Olympia, Wash., has written Wee Wisdom to 
tell her “appreciation” of the magazine. She likes best, ““The Promise 
Girl,” and “Peter Pan.” After reading her magazine she boosts by giving 
it to some friend. 

Holland Dungan, of 4323 7th St., Portland, Ore., likes Wee Wis- 
dom’s pictures and stories, and is glad that the artist is going to make some 
colored drawings. 

Augusta Dixon, of Sayville, L. I., Box 642, sends greetings to all the 
Boosters and Wees. Augusta is going to secure five new subscribers, and 
start a Booster Club. 

Anita Howell, of Tampa, Fla., loves the wild flowers and calls them 
her little friends. She has written some verses on “Pretty Little Wild 
Flower.” 

Nina Lucile Rhodes, of Kent, Ohio, 219 Lake St., wants help for her 
eyes, and writes, “I have much faith in you.” 

Harold Yeargain, of Lancaster, Calif., Box 356, asks for the ad- 
dresses of Wee. Wisdom boys and girls who live in foreign countries. The — 
way to get these is to look over former Wee Wisdoms. There are thou- 
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sands of you, Wees, and we simply cannot write personal letters, much as 
we would like to do so. We are sure you understand. 

Thora Goist, of Ventura, Iowa, had a surprise party on her birthday 
and twenty-four of her girl friends helped her celebrate the occasion. Thora 
reads the Wee Wisdom stories each month. 

In joining the Booster Club, Marguerite Glueck, of Lakewood, Ohio, 
2030 Warren Rd., expresses the wish that she shall “hear no evil, see no 
evil, speak no evil.” 

Clara Scott, of 966 Arlington St., Oakland, Calif., writes that from 

the Boosters’ help, she is getting along much better in her studies, and that 
her club is getting on better, too. She likes the interesting letters and poems 
written by Boosters. 
Grace and Travis Smithdeal, of Richmond, Va., R. 3, Box 28A, be- 
cause they are only five and seven years old, had their mamma write the 
Wees a letter. They said, “We love the Wee Wisdom magazine better 
than anything else that mother reads to us. We are always glad when we 
go to the mail box to find our Wee Wisdom there. We want to send for it 
again this year, as soon as we can save enough money for it. Mother 
thinks we would feel prouder of it if we paid for it ourselves. We hope by 
next expiration time that we will be able to write you a letter ourselves.” 

Rosyln Collins and Idres Williams, of Collins, Ga., have sent Wee 
Wisdom a number of stories. These are retold tales from mythology and 
fairy lore, written in the words of children, and they are interestingly told. 
These will be used as space permits. But, Wees, when you send us stories, 
you must always tell us when you are only rewriting us plots you have 
read, instead of relating incidents in your lives or scenes that you have 
imagined. 

Carl J. Ferguson, of Boonville, N. Y., Box 5, earned five dollars this 
fall by selling butternuts. He wants some of the Boosters to write to him. 
Although only eleven years old, he milks four cows every night. 

Olivia Etta Frohse, of Jefferson Barracks, Mo., Box 25, R. 8, likes 
Wee Wisdom so much that she is sending it to a friend fora year, in the 
hopes that the girl may become so interested that she will subscribe for it 
another year herself. Olivia joined the Boosters this month and is glad 
Wee Wisdom is going to be larger. 

Kenneth Granger, of Marcus, Wash., spent three days reading Wee 
Wisdom, because he enjoyed it so much. He said, “Tell Mary White 
that she and her little brother and sister are not the only cherries in the pie, 
for I spent my vacation on a farm and had lots of fun.” 

Claribelle Hicks, of 833 Kirkham St., Oakland, Calif., sent in her 
dollar “to keep Wee Wisdom coming,” because she “cannot tell” how 
much she enjoys the magazine. Claribelle wants some of the Wees to write 
her, and asks if there is a Booster Club in Oakland. She copied one of her 
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favorite poems for you, her friends. It was written by Joyce Kilmer; here 
it is: 


TREES 
I think that I shall never see 
A poem lovely as a tree. 


A tree whose hungry mouth is pressed 
Against the earth’s sweet flowing breast; 


A tree that looks at God all day 
And lifts its leafy arms to pray; 


A tree that may in summer wear 
A nest of robins in her hair. 


Upon whose bosom snow has lain; 
Who intimately lives with rain. 


Poems are made by fools like me, 
But only God can make a tree. 


Beatrice McClanahan, of Arkadelphia, Ark., R. F. D. 3, Box 48, 
is saving Wee Wisdom’s traveling expenses and wants to become a Booster. 
She especially enjoys the “Peter Pan” stories, ““The Promise Girl,” and 
the Puzzle Page. 

Audrey Travis, of Northport, Wash., Box 204, hopes that Orrea 
Pye will see this notice so that she will write to her. Audrey has lost 
Orrea’s address and wants to write to Orrea, with whom she made friends 
through Wee Wisdom. 

The little daughter of Mrs. H. B. Streeter of Oakland, Calif., is a 
Booster. Mrs. Streeter did not mention the child’s name, but expressed 
the desire that she become a member. 

Reinold S. Longine, of Rogers, Nebr., writes that he likes Wee 
Wisdom very much. The stories he enjoys most are “Peter Pan,” and 
“The Little Gray House at the End of the Lane.” The Booster letters he 
thinks are great fun, too. 

Irene Tennie, of Franklin, Minn., says that she has not written the 
Wees for years, but she is very glad to see Wee Wisdom every month, and 
reads many of the letters and enjoys them greatly. She wants some of the 
Boosters to write her. The letter was written on Thanksgiving Day, and 
Irene had just returned from a week’s trip to her uncles’ homes in Hibbing. 

Carol Doran, of 314 Lexington Ave., Syracuse, N. Y., is a Booster 
and wants to know more about the Booster Club. The chief things about 
being a Booster are to livé up to the object of the club, and to try to apply 
its motto in every act and word. Of course one can form the little local 
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clubs and get great fun out of any kind of amusement or instruction which 
the members may enjoy having at the meetings. 

Billie Louisa Wylde, of 775 East 28th St., Portland, Ore., sent a 
fairy story for the Wees, which will be published soon. With the story she 
sent her love to all of you. 

Emily Cody, of Mayville, Mich., who is a Booster, writes for her six- 
year old brother, Dewitt, who also wants to join the Club, so he is now 
one of our younger members. Emily boosts by loaning her Wee Wisdom 
to her friends. 

Arthur Charles Yost, of 2719 Edmondson Ave., Baltimore, Md., 
wants you Boosters to speak the word of Truth for him in connection with 
his reading lessons. Say for him, “The Christ Mind in Arthur is unafraid, 
and knows and speaks correctly every word and sentence which he sees.” 

Pearl Heart, of Washington, Ill., who has taken Wee Wisdom for 
nearly a year, has written her first letter to the Wees. She wants some of 
the Club members to write to her. Pearl is to be in one of the leading parts 
of a Christmas entertainment to be held in the church where she goes to 
Sunday School. 

Keturah Hopkins, of 1868 N. Vermont Ave., Los Angeles, Calif., 
writes, “I could not do without Wee Wisdom, as I would miss it very much. 
Will you please tell some of the Wees to write to me?” 

Geraldine Ecker, of 8 West 181st St., New York City, tells in a letter 
to Wee Wisdom how much she loves to read the Booster letters, and that 
she is going to ask her auntie to pay Wee Wisdom’s traveling expenses to 
her home. Geraldine had a pet rabbit which she taught to play hide and 
seek and tag with her. Geraldine is a Booster and wants some of the Club 
members to write her. 

Virginia Wood, of 1500 Hamilton Ave., St. Louis, Mo., is one of the 
new Boosters; she would like to hear from some of the girls her own age 
(10 years) who belong to the Booster Club. 

Phyllis M. Boyce, of R. R. No. 1, Ladner, B. C., Canada, has writ- 
ten her second letter to Wee Wisdom. She says, “I have been having you 
come to me for about four and a half years. I wish some of the Wees 
would write to me. I hope that some day I shall be able to go to Kansas 
City. I think Wee Wisdom is a very nice magazine. Lots of love to all 
the Wees.” 

Eleanor L. Conley, of Block Island, R. I., Box 112, writes and asks 
if she is too old to join the Booster Club. Eleanor is sixteen; she is greatly 
interested in Wee Wisdom and would like to hear from the Boosters. No 
one, Eleanor, is “too old” or too young to join the Boosters and to boost; 
you are now a member, because the wish to become one, when expressed in 
a letter, makes one a member of the Club. _ 
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HOW STARS CAME IN THE SKY 
Roy B. Scott, jr. (Age 8) 

Once upon a time there was just one star on the earth. It lived 
in a big forest. 

The Indians wanted it for their own. A great many of them 
were going through the forest and happened to see the star among 
the branches of a big pine tree. They crowded around it and cried 
out, “Now have we caught you?” 

But the little star answered, “No, no, you have not!” 

Then one of the Indians went and got some warriors who crowded 
- around, too, and cried out, “We have caught you this time!” 

Just then there came a noise. The Indians all turned around to 
see what it was, and when they turned back the little star was gone 
from the branches of the big pine. They saw it shooting up into the 
sky and heard its voice calling out, 

““Now you can’t catch me. I shall live in the sky and raise my 


children there. We will shine for you, but our light will be dim and 


far away.” 


With the story was the following interesting note from Roy: 

“T suppose you notice that the story which I wrote was written 
on a typewriter. And I suppose that you will think it was not written 
by a little boy eight years old, because little boys usually do not write 
on typewriters, but I do.” 


THE STORY OF NARCISSUS 
Retold By IpREs WILLIAMS (Age 9) 

Once upon a time there lived a man named Narcissus. His eyes 
were as blue as the sea. His hair was as yellow as gold, and his face 
as bright as a crystal. One day he came to a clear spring. Days and 
days passed by, and Narcissus still stood by the spring, looking at the 
picture of his own beauty. So he changed into a flower, and that is 
how the Narcissus got its name. 
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HOW ELSIE WENT TO THE PARTY 
MARGARET PATCHING 

Elsie came into the house sobbing, slammed the door, threw her 
books down, and threw herself on the sofa. Her mother came rushing 
in and said, 

“Why Elsie! what is the matter with you?” 

“Oh!” Elsie sobbed, “Helen is giving a party and she didn’t 
even invite me.” 

Her mother smiled a little and said, “Well.” 

“Who will help me?” asked Elsie, “Why don’t you ask God 
to help me?” 

‘Anyway, I am sure Helen didn’t mean not to invite you,” said 

Elsie’s mother, as she walked out of the room. 

Elsie thought about it. Finally she thought she onal ask God 
to help her. ; 

The next day was Helen’s party. It was a beautiful day and 
Saturday. To everything except Elsie it was happy, and she thought 
she wasn’t, and was about to cry again when her mother came rushing 
in with a smile on her face and said, 

“Come, Elsie, are you crying on such a beautiful day? My! 
aren't you thankful that—” 

“‘What’s there to be thankful for>’’ Elsie cried. 

“Oh! everything,” said her mother. “Come, now, and you 
shall wear your orange silk dress.” 

“All right,” said Elsie with a frown. 

At 2 o'clock, when Elsie was reading in her room, her mother 
came in and said, “Somebody is in the parlor to see you, Elsie.” 

Elsie jumped up and ran down stairs, and there—there to her 
surprise, were Helen and six little girl friends. It was a surprise party! 


They had a nice time and after they had left Elsie said to her 
mother, “O Mother, there is everything to be thankful for!” 


ONLY AN APPLE 
IoNE TERRY 

One afternoon as Teddy, Arthur, Paul, and Robbie were walk- 
ing along the road near an orchard, they found a nice red apple lying 
on the ground. 

“Tl have it!” said Teddy. 

“T’ve got it, so there!”’ said Arthur. 

“**Tis mine!” shouted Paul. 

Then Robbie, not wishing to be selfish, said, “Let us divide it 


into four parts, and each one of us boys have a share.” 
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““No, no,” cried Teddy, “I'll have it myself!” 
“T’ve got it, and I'll have it all and I will not give one morsel 
away!” said Arthur. 


“T want it, I say!” cried Paul, as he snatched the fruit from 
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ur. 

Then Teddy grabbed it, and he and Paul fought over it. Arthur 
got into the fight and gained possession of the apple, but in the scrim- 
mage which followed it fell from his fingers and rolled down the hill 
into a pasture, and stopped just in front of an old brindle cow that 
was nipping grass and switching her tail at the flies. Old Brindle gave 
one look, two bites and a swallow, and that was the last of the apple. 

“I wish,” cried the boys, “we had kept it and cut it in four pieces, 
then Old Brindle wouldn’t have got it.” 


THE: TROUBLE BUNDLE 
Doris MouULTON 


A little boy and his mother were sitting on the steps of their cot- 
tage, when an old man came along with a heavy bundle on his back. 

“Mother,” said the boy, “why has the man such a large bundle 
on his back >” 

“T will tell you a little story about why some people have such 
large bundles,” replied his mother.. ““Whenever any one does any- 
thing bad, it makes his bundle of trouble much heavier. But if he does 
something good, it takes some of the weight off. If you are a good boy 
=e do any bad thing, you will not have any bundle to carry, at 
all. 

““Mother,” the boy said, “I am going to try to be good all of the 
time, so I will not have to carry any bundle.” 

After the boy had grown to be a man, he went into business, and 
forgot all about the trouble bundle. Then one night he had a dream. 
He saw a beautiful city at the top of a hill. It was made of pure white 
marble. People were going in and out of the city. “They all wore 
beautiful white robes. Some people were going around with large 
bundles on their backs. - 

The next morning he said, “‘I forgot all about the trouble bundles, 
but now I will try to be good all the time, and then I can wear one of 
those beautiful white robes when I go to the beautiful city.” 

After that he was always honest in his business, and he grew rich 
from charging reasonable prices, and in that way he became fast friends 
with all the people. 
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FANNIE AND HER PET KITTEN 
MARGUERITE OVEREND (Age 10) 


There was once a little girl named Fannie. She had no pets ex- 
cept some goldfish, of which she was very fond. One day she looked 
out of the window and saw a lonesome kitten. It had once been pure 
white, but was now as black as coal. She called to her mother to look 
out of the window, which her mother did right away. Her mother 
then said, 

“Fannie, you may have that kitten if you promise to take care of 
it; I do not want to see it starve out there in the cold,” for it was a 
winter day. 

Then Fannie ran outside and called to the strange kitten. At 
first the kitten was a bit shy, but after a lot of coaxing, it came to her. 
She picked it up and carried it into the warm house. Then after it was 
warm she gave it some milk. After that she gave it a bath. When it 
was dry it was as white as snow. 

Fannie said she was going to call it Snowball. I don’t think that 
the kitten was ever again so dirty in all its life as it was at the time 
when Fannie found it. 


a 
Reck-ah 
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LEsson 4, JANUARY 23, 1921. 
PROMOTION IN THE KINGDOM.—Matthew 20:17-28. 
GoLDEN TEXT—Jesus came to minister unto us. 


As Jesus and his disciples were going up to Jerusalem, Jesus told them 
that it would be necessary for him to leave them for a time. He was 
explaining to them his coming betrayal and crucifixion. At this time there 
came to Jesus a woman called Salome, to request a great honor for her two 
sons, James and John. She desired that they be preferred above all others 
in Christ’s kingdom—that they might be the greatest therein—and she 
asked that one might sit at his right, and the other at his left hand. Do you 
see the selfishness in this? Jesus did not make the sons (who said they were 
able to drink the cup he was about to drink) any promises, but he dealt 
very gently with their selfishness. He called them to him and explained to 
them that there were many conditions which they must fulfill, if they would 
share his glory. He told them they must be willing to share his suffering 
and his rejection, and to bear the burdens he was bearing. Now, the other 
ten disciples were as selfish as James and John, and they showed it by 
their indignation when they heard of the request. They had not yet learned 
that the methods of Christ’s kingdom are just opposite to the methods of 
this earth. In the kingdom of the world, he that rules is greatest, and in 
the kingdom of Christ, he that serves is greatest. Christ is the head of his 
kingdom, and his rulership consists in loving service and ministry to the 
whole world. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Why is it that we sometimes fail to get what we ask of the Father? 
Because there is a selfish motive in our prayers. 

What did Jesus teach concerning selfishness? He taught that it can- 
not inherit the kingdom of heaven. | 
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Who really is first in the kingdom? He who puts aside every thought 
of self and considers the good of all. 

What benefit do you gain by being unselfish? The love of playmates 
and companions, and peace, happiness, and prosperity. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—! love to minister unto 
others. 


Lesson 5, JANUARY 30, 1921. 
JESUS GREETED AS KING.—Matthew 21:1-16. 


GoLpEN TEXT—Blessed is he that cometh in the name of the Lord. 
—DMatthew 21:9. 


Let us close our eyes for a moment and picture a man on the back of 
a donkey riding into a large city. Many people go before him and many 
follow him, proclaiming him a great king. This was the manner of Jesus’ 
entrance into Jerusalem. The Master was so modest in his demeanor that 
many people were moved to ask, “Who is this man?” They were sur- 
prised to learn that it was the king, whose coming had been prophesied to 
them. Then Jesus went into the temple, where he found many things going 
on which were not right. He immediately cleansed the temple of all these 
things, and there came to him the blind and the lame for healing. Thus 
the temple was restored as a house of prayer and healing, and the little 
children gathered there and praised Jesus. This is a beautiful story, and 
the best part of it is that it is being enacted in our lives today. Jesus comes 
into our lives, and his love cleanses our body-temples from all the untrue 
thoughts ruling there. He heals every thought of pain, and sickness, and 
suffering, and makes us wholly well, and strong, and happy. How wel- 
come he should be! 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

How does Jesus come into our lives today? Meekly and quietly, as 
love, and joy, and peace, and every good thing. 

What effect does this entrance have in the temples of our bodies? It 
cleanses them, for nothing untrue can abide in the presence of the King. 

- How should we greet him? With joy, and praise, and songs of 

gladness. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—The love of Jesus Christ 
cleanses and heals me. 


LEsson 6, FEBRUARY 6, 1921. 
THE MARRIAGE FEAST.—Matthew 22:1-14. 


GOLDEN TEXT—Go out into the highways and hedges, and constrain 
them to come in.—Luke 14:23. 


Again we find Jesus telling his people a sort of story. He said that 
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there was once a king who prepared a wonderful wedding feast for his 
son, and when everything was ready he sent his servants forth to call in 
those who had been invited to the dinner. But they would not come. Then 
the king sent other servants forth, to urge the invited guests, but the people 
mocked the servants and mistreated them and still refused to come to the 
feast. This made the king angry, and he gave orders that the people be 
punished. He then told his servants to go out into the highways and by- 
ways, away from the city, and bring in all the people they could find there 
—both the good and the bad. These people came, and when the feast 
was spread for them the king came in and looked them over. One of the 
company was a man who had failed to put on a wedding garment. The 
king asked him why he had come without first putting on a wedding gar- 
ment. And the man had no answer for him, so he was taken away from 
the feast. By this story Jesus was trying to show the people that there is 
always a great feast prepared for us, and that we are invited to come and 
_ partake of the rich food of life, love, wisdom, intelligence, and every good 
gift of God. The Father asks one and all, even as the king invited the 
good and the bad. But if we accept the invitation we must clothe our- 
selves properly. That is, we must put on the garments of meekness and 
gentleness and love, so that when the King looks at us he will not see the 
old garments of selfishness and jealousy and ignorance, and so send us 
away. If the feast is worth going to, it is worth preparing for. 
Questions for the Children to Answer 
Tell this story in your own words, and explain its meaning. 
HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—/ am bouniifully fed at 
Love’s table. 


Lesson 7, FEBRUARY 13, 1921. 
LESSON ON CITIZENSHIP.—Matthew 22:15-22, 34-40. 


GOLDEN TEXT—Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy 
heart, and with all thy soul, and with all thy mind . . . Thou shalt love 
thy neighbor as thyself—Matthew 22:37-39. 


The Pharisees had no love for Jesus, and they wanted to get him out 
of their way, so they plotted against him. They went to him and asked 
him what they should do when they owed money or tribute to another man 
or to their government. They thought Jesus would tell them that they need 
not pay it, and then they could have him imprisoned for advising them to 
break the law. But Jesus saw their treachery, and he told them to be 
honest and pay to every man all that they owed. Then a lawyer among 
the Pharisees asked Jesus which was the greatest commandment, and Jesus’ 
answer is found in the Golden Text. It is right that we should pay every 
man whatever we owe, and we should also abide by the laws of our 
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government. We are helped to live in these righteous ways if we always 
remember to render to God the things that are due him. Then we must 
remember to exercise love. To whom? To God first, and then to our 
fellow men. It is nonsense for a man to pretend to love God if he does not 
love his neighbor, for real love pours itself out upon every one in the universe. 
Questions for the Children to Answer 

What are some of the things due to God from us? Obedience, grati- 
tude, praise, love, honor, worship, etc. 

What is the proof that we love God, as we are commanded in the 
Golden Text? ‘That we put him first in everything. 

How can we be sure that we are performing our duty to our fellow 
men and to our government? By first performing our duty toward God. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—Love enables me to ful- 
fill the law. 


Lesson 8, FEBRUARY 20, 1921. 
THE WISE AND THE FOOLISH VIRGINS.—Matthew 25:1-13. 


GoLpEN TExXT—Watch therefore, for ye know not the day nor the 
hour.—Matthew 25:13. 


Ten virgins were watching for the coming of a certain bridegroom, 
that they might go in with him to the wedding feast. They took their lamps 
and went forth to meet him, but while they were waiting they fell asleep. 
Suddenly there was a loud cry, “He comes! He comes!” ‘The virgins 
arose hastily and trimmed and lighted their lamps. Five of the virgins dis- 
covered to their dismay that they had no oil, and they begged of their sisters 
to divide with them. This the wise virgins would not do, but told them to 
go and buy oil for themselves. The foolish ones hastened away after the 


’ oil for their lamps, and the wise virgins went with the bridegroom to the 


feast. When the foolish virgins had filled their lamps, they came and 
begged to be admitted to the feast; but they were too late, and were 
turned away. You see, we must always be ready for the coming of our 
Lord. If he comes when we are angry, or fretful, or unhappy, then we 
have no oil in our lamps, and we are not ready to go with him to the feast. 
If we are like the five wise virgins we shall always have our lamps trimmed 
(our lives in order), and we shall always have plenty of oil (love, joy, 
truth, etc.,) to keep them burning brightly. Then we shall never find our- 
selves shut out from any good thing. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 
Tell in your own words what this lesson means to you. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—The light of truth is 
burning brightly in my life. 
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2. The last line of the verse reads: “Boys will be boys” you know. 


PI 
Contributed by HELEN ELIZABETH PACKER 
A limlino tletli somandid 
Wrkldein ni het eetrs; 
Nda lal teh Iltiet dmaseni sida: 
“A wiele, fi uyo lpaese.” 
Hwlie ythe Idhe hrtie dshna htttoeerdscu 
Ot thacc het mnoddsia ayg, 
A limnoli elitlt bmnussae mace, 
Nda tleso hetm lal ywaa. 


A FEW CONUNDRUMS 
3. What runs up hill and down hill, and yet never moves? 
Why is a lame dog like a blotting pad? 
What is the longest word in the dictionary > 


“Whether great or whether small, 
Love the Good you see in all.” 
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THE SNOW FAIRIES’ LESSON 


Do you like fairy stories? 

We do. The other night the flame fairies told us such an inter- 
esting one. A story told by fairies is a real fairy story, you know. 
We were sitting, Indian fashion in front of the fireplace watching 
—but I'll tell you later what we were watching. 

“Mother, look at that little flame in the corner,” said Son. “See 
how it jumps away up and then jumps such a little way—just as if it 
were flashing signals.” 

“Perhaps it is, Sonny. It may be a flame line, wanting to chat 
with us awhile. Be very still, and we will try to catch the signals.” 

As we sat quietly before the fire, the flame fairy told me the story 
that I am going to tell you here. 

“Once upon a time, many years ago, the snow fairies were the 
only outdoor fairies who were awake in the winter time. In the spring 
there were the fairies who lived in the violets and Johnny-jump-ups. 
In the summer there were the rose fairies and the glistening nymphs 
who hid in the clear, cool streams. Then in the fall there were the 
jolly, dancing fairies who crept into the autumn leaves. But in the 
winter all these fairies went to sleep and left the still world to the snow 
fairies. 

“‘Now the snow fairies, you know, are very beautiful, and very 
useful, as well. They make a soft, white blanket to cover all the dear 
little sleeping fairies and keep them comfy. 

“Because of this, the snow fairies were praised and told how 
lovely and helpful they were, over and over again, until they became 
quite arrogant. A\s they fluttered down to cover the earth, they sang: 

We are snow fairies, 
Lovely to see— 

So dainty and light, 
So beautifully white— 


None are so useful as we. 
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“Although the snow fairies had it all their own way outside, there 
were always the flame fairies on the inside of the houses, working 
away merrily to keep the people warm. 

“T do not wish to brag,” said the flame fairy, “but our family 
have always been masters of the snow fairies. You may prove this 
yourself, by bringing members of the two families together.”’ In spite 
of this, the snow fairies became so uppish that they danced against the 
window panes, making faces at the flame fairies, and singing their song 
with emphasis on the last line. 

“All of this was very foolish—for what could be more useful 
than a fire in winter time? 

“Mother Nature, seeing all this, was much displeased and de- 
cided to teach her haughty children a lesson. So she brought to the 
flame fairies some small yellow seeds. 

“**These are baby fairies, who are asleep,’ she said. ‘Sing to 
them and make them warm, and they will awaken!’ 

“The flame fairies, anxious to see the new baby fairies, danced, 
and sang, and glowed with warmth, until the little yellow seeds began to 
dance with them, and from each seed popped the whitest, lightest fairy 
that ever was seen. My, but they were pretty, and how they played 
and danced with us! 

“The snow fairies—peeping in at the windows with their tongues 
in their cheeks—melted away in dismay. They had discovered that 
there were others as light and as white as they, and much stronger— 
for the new ones could play with the flame fairies. 

“*After this, the snow fairies were very meek. They learned that 
every fairy is useful and beautiful in his own place, doing his own 
work, and that Mother Nature loves them all the same. When they 
passed the windows they smiled in friendly fashion, sometimes stopping 
against the pane to watch the flame fairies and the new fairies playing 
together. So there was peace and joy—as there should always be— 
in Fairyland.” 

This is the story the flame fairy told to us, as we sat Indian fash- 
ion, in front of the fireplace and watched the corn, dancing and burst- 
ing into white, fluffy balls in the popper. % 


GOD HEALS 


Here is a healing statement used by a Wee who was healed by 
Truth. 


“Purity made Junior’s neck well, and God healed him.” 
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THE PRAYER OF FAITH 
His God is my help in every need; 

rig God does my every hunger feed. 
God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 

Patient, kind and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth, that is in me. 


God is my health, I can’t be sick; 

God is my strength, unfailing, quick ; 
God is my All, I know no fear, 

Since God and wants and Truth are here. 


THE WEE WISDOM YEAR BOOK 
During last year, Wee Wis- 


dom contained a large number of 
pictures, poems and stories 
which delighted you children. 
But, perhaps, you gave away 
your copies of Wee Wisdom 
which had some of the best pic- 
tures and stories in them. Or, 
maybe some of your Wee Wis- 
doms got lost or mislaid. 

You will get lonesome for Bug- 
a-Boo-Bill, Prince Happyhop, 
Bill-a-Boo-Bug, and the rest of 
your interesting friends, whose 
characters and doings made Wee Wisdom such a treat 


ER) to you all last year. So, if you don't want to part com- 
| pany with these new friends, you must have these pic- 
q | tured poems right with you, where you can read them 
a S| over and over, or have them read to you. 
Then, call Mother's or Father's or Aunties atten- 
oy E| tion to the “Wee Wisdom Year Book,” and one of them 
| will get it for you. It is the same size as “Wee Wis- 
| dom's Way,” and has the dearest picture, of a little boy 
B| riding horseback, on the cover. Price, $1.00. © 


JANUARY 
AN INVITATION 


Put on your coat and mittens and cap, 


Wy 


} 


And come with me, little girl, little chap. 


When you catch a glimpse of a rosy way 
And everything in the world looks gay— 
Now listen! A secret I'll tell to you— 


This is the land where we're born anew. 
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